Dysfunction is the only way I naturally fit the groove 
Of the cadance and the spikes 
Of Agression that multiplies 
When the right way feels a rock in my shoe 
Its no wonder all my life I always take the wrong turns back to you 
It feels so wrong even when I know its right 
Its like land creatures trying to swim by 
It doesn't heal right 
This anger lies 
In my heavy stride 
Sometimes I can't hold it up 
So I give it to a passerby
Its a clownish life 
To always miss out on being fine 
This pain of the fear to let it be known 
That I am a human inside here with bruises you can blow 
All my life I survived to never let it be known 
Or another kuckle to my ribcage might be thrown
I put it on you all 
I can't allow myself to feign 
So more of this passive aggressive rage 
It eats me up inside untill like magic its on display 
Seeming out of nowhere with no escape 